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orange 
UTOPIA 


end of june 


always 
under sun 
bright 

out 

sky full blue 
all clear 
wind 

water 
moving every 
way 

dark 

deep 


ORANGE 


sun set 


still 

drifting 

silent 

breeze lifts moon 

into countless reflections 
banners sky stream 

shapes 

colours 

image on image 

waxing days away under stars loft 
lost melting cloud and black 


wandering on an uncaptured land- 


scape 
great robin egg hue plain 
bold 

polyconcentric 

clothless 

embracing 

all-embracing 

chroma tinted 

coral 

mandarin 

pool azure 

ocean azure 

visions azure 

strong light 

line horizon 

sun rider 

leaves 

to aguatic pitch 

one moment ablaze against sky 
shimmering 

gone 

visible 

strong on runoff 
subsides 

charges 

dies 


try to see 

a surface 

as an object out 
there 

voluptuous 

calm 

but i know names 
implications of 
form 

motion 

breath 

body 

when she moves 
i move with her 


sun breasts 
orange round 
laying us cool 

on a hawaiian 
blanket 

sand vanishing hot 
surf fades 
\advances 

with off sea wind 

i press her thighs 
feel the gentle shake 
nestled slip 

sweet orchid there 
lay back 

play tremulous 
games 

sky turbulent 
reflected 

| dream of her 

as she sleeps 


wild garden 

night flowers 

swirl exploding the 
world 

in it's vernality 
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to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 
to 


die for 
live for 
guit for 
sacrifice for 
give to 
cherish 
grow with 
amuse 

age with 
tolerate 
remember 
be near 
keep 

know 
eternity 
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a spring of love 


to love 
is a depth of it's own 
unlike anything 


to live for another 
goes into this fathoming 
and alters forever 
whatever was before 


men 
love 

living for life 

have parted company in the pursuit of 
power 

death 

influence 

advantage 


men 
love 
must be re-united 


to love 
is a breadth of it's own 
the same as everything 


to live for one 
escapes the circle 
changing nothing 
except tomorrow 


friend There are so many excuses 
friend in this world of excess to 
friend abandon friends and pursue 
friend the multiple paths of power, 
friend money, success, dominance. 
friend I choose none of them and 
friend let their rainments fall 
friend from my shoulders, allow 
friend the opportunities for mythical 
friend advancement to pass untaken, 
friend will the many chances to win 
friend away. And I hope and dream of 
friend of a world where friends are 
friend important to all the world 
friend and all the rest is not. 
Voice Two Voice Three 
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a spring of love ... (continued 


The centre of life is the family. 

Men, women and children of all ages 
living together in various groupings 
form the central, core meaning of life. 
Money, power, technology, economy all 
do not exist unless the family exists. 


We men must love our families more than 
any things. We must remember that other 
people are part of families and respect 
and love them in the same way. We must 
do nothing that takes away from our 
families and live our lives as if every 
decision we make is for a hundred 
generations of families to come. 


Chi O 

First love 

did come early 

It was no less passionate 
than my now love 

or any past love 


Kintergarden 

Boy in short pants 

Girl in pleated dress 

All of five years old each 


Shy smiles 

Playing in the little house 
Napping side by side 
looking in each others eyes 
as sleep caresses 

near babies to dream 


She wore white socks 
black shoes 

grey plaid skirts 
white shirts 

pony tail 


I close my eyes 
Her sweet face 
lives still now 
nappy 

precious 

clear 


My first love 

I love still 

undying 

never fading 

always there 

the core beauty 

of lovers yet to love 
lovers gone or here 
lovers lost and future 


Oh that I could find Her 
hold Her 

tell Her of my love 

but I know not 

where she is 

I can only say 

She knows 

though how 

I don't know 


women 
men 
children 
living 
together 
forever 


family 
heart 
core 
middle 
health 
beauty 
truth 
endures 
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Emmur 


We used to fight 

Fight every recess day 
Fighting me and her 
sister of my best friend 
seven brothers she. 

She pale so pale 

Her eyes so pale 

She was all I could think 


She would wait for me 

near the stone stairs 

or in a corner of the playground 
To fight. 

My girl scratched me 

slapped me 

hit me 

till I ached 

my ears rang 

and my face burned 

She was tougher than any boy 
and no-one would lay a hand on her 
for fear of them brothers 

but mostly from fear of the girl herself 
I never hit her 

I remember trying 

and sometimes succeeding 

(she was tough) 

to trip her 

knock her on her ass 

or throw her to the side 

It was fun 

When the inevitable teacher 
(stupid grown up) 

did intervene 

we would be flushed 

smiling 

happy 

that each had met their match 
and none had won 

I loved fighting with her 

I love her so 

I will love her so 

till my last breath 

so it seems 

so it is 


Allisat ORANGE 
a spring of love ... (continued) 


Blue bells 
cockle shells 


the girls would sing as the rope skipped 


blue bells 
cockle shells 


No girl wanted to turn the rope 
they all wanted only to skip 
blue bells 

cockle shells 


So I would turn the rope 
the other end tied to a pole 


Blue bells 
cockle shells 


And sometimes they would sing 
Pepper-pepper 

My Momma 

Green Dress Red Dress 

a hundred others 

that I can hear but not remember 
the rope slapping 

words to hard to remember 


I was too busy trying to keep 

the rope turning 

while watching the girls skip jumping 
while keeping the rope turning 

while absorbing the girls jumping 
When they did double dutch 

I passed the rope back to the girls 
and watched the dizzy form of two 

and sometimes three girls 

skipping between the double ropes 

one turning fast this way 

the other turning fast that way 

the words of the girls singing away 
as dresses flew 

in the intoxicating 

air of 

springtime 

summertime 

eternaltime 

there are beautiful things in the world 
the world is capable of pristine beauty 
watching 

the girls skip 

turning 

the rope slow 

listening 

a boy 

listening 

blue bells 


cockle shells 

how does your garden grow 
a boy 

hearing 

blue bells 

cockle shells 

all lined in a row 
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MY LOVE 1 COUNT AMONG 
WITH YOU | AM LOST MY MOST 
WITHOUT YOU | AM MORE LOST HIGH 
WITH YOU | AM FUCKED EVERESTS 
WITHOUT YOU | AM TOTALLY FUCKED 
MY LOVE THE MOMENTS WE WERE 
I DREAM OF YOU ONE AND AS ONE 
I THINK OF YOU MOURN ENTIRE 
I SAY YOUR NAME OVER AND OVER 
DAY AND NIGHT AND DAY AGAIN 

MY LOVE ALTERNATIVE UNIVERSES 
ALL CAPS LOST IN YOUR MADNESSES 
NO HOLDS BARRED YET PERSIST 
NO FORGIVING OR FORGIVEN RE 
MY LOVE GARDLESS 
YOU ARE RUTHLESS UN 
WITHOUT CONSCIENCE DE 
MINUS HUMANITY ST 
HAVE LOST ALL SENSE OF RO 
PERSPECTIVE YA 
TRUTH BL 
RIGHT E 
WRONG BEYOND STOOPID SOUL 
EVERYTHING POWER SOUL FOOD 
MY LOVE SOLAR POWER 
YOU HAVE PERPETRATED SUN 
HORRIFIC CRIMES FLOWERS 
AGAINST ME CHEMTRAILS 
AGAINST MY CHILDREN CROP 
AGAINST EVERYONE | HAVE KNOWN 
AGAINST MY NAME CIRCLES 
MY LOVE GREYS AND GREENS 
FOR WHICH | CANNOT FORGIVE YOU 
HAVE NOT FOGIVEN YOU AND TIME 
WILL NOT FORGIVE YOU MACHINES 
MY LOVE BEYOND THE GREAT BYO 
YOU HAVE STRANGLED ND UNDER 
FORTY SEASONS OF LIFE GROUND 
THREE THOUSAND EVIL EMPERORS. 


SIX HUNDRED EMPIRES 
SIXTY SIX DAYS STRIKING AND 
AND COUNTING BACKWARDS 
FROM ME FORWARDS OR UP 
MY LOVE SIDE DOWN IRON 


SUCKED ALL MEANING CROSS 
ALLCOLOUR REVERSE JESUS FOOL 


ALLAIR FOR IN DEATH SO IN LIFE 
ALL LOVE AND THERE IT ALL LIES 
FROM A LIFE THE LIES YOU TELL 


ALREADY VOID YOURSELF OUR SON 
EMPTY THE UNLISTENING WORLD 
HOPE OF EARS HEARING ALL ME 
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E 20 
c O4 


AHPAYPPBDY 
EXYXXOXLMV 


aa Td 
sirolestofs waetsongspousmgsosing 


RUN DREAMS RUN 


TRUE E 
LUST V 


SHOW 
SO L 
FINN CRY 
FLOWER 
VAGINA 

BATH SU 
WHY ICI 
THINK DE 
VIOLENT 
BABY ST 
OIL ARS 
COSMOS 
DON'T A 
DAFODIL 
AUIET N 
LEAVE D 
POSSEST 
I SING AI 
NO RS THE NIGHT SKY 
MAYBE w 
LOST STAIRING 
LOVE 


NO MORE 
THAN A REFLECTION 
OF NOTHING MORE 


STARS "THAN OUR OUR IMAGINATION RL RUN wi WILD RUN EMPTY 
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and yet | love her 

as she rips my heart out 

through the very pores of my skin 

pulling it intact 

in a million or more shredded pieces 

out into the searing light of day's sun 
where it has no place what so ever 

and yet | love her 

as she doth pour battery acid 

slowly into my ears 

into the brain with which | listen 

to each spoken word of hers 

consuming them whole and in part 
sylabylllic or phonetic 

consonental or vowellal 

dumb rapt in some apparently church borne stupor 
gym dumb lost in their annunciated beauty 
from the addictive gorgeous booty 

of her mouth moving 

uttering sound 

gesturing shape 

by pursed and unpursed rose thing 

and yet I love her 

turning away 

shaking my body deep 

skin surface 

caresses off 

shaking her possession my rod ram off her 
pretending to sleep all the better 

all the more perfectly for it 

turning away falling away running away 
into a tormented dreamland 

(for | hear her often speaking unhearable words in the night) 
believing me not to forever love her 

not to endlessly cherish her 

without termination or conclusion 

respect adore cherish neigh worship 

every co-joined 

intermingled 

orchestrated 

fucked up divinity never-the-less flower god cell 
for all time and a minute 

infinitely repeated 

"and yet | love her" 

she wandering alone 

she in a world of self same precepted nightmares 
a universe she invented (as do we all) interiorally 
| hearing this solitude 

| beside her Antarctic dark isolation ward 
slowly working into felt body jerks 

hands that unknowing uncontrollable 

(for she sleeps still) 

tell me everything 

and then again 

(of course) 

nothing 

for | can not 

regardless 

no more climb into her cockpit head 

and know what she really thinks 

really knows 

actually wants 

than she can open the hatch of my skull 
and enter into my space capsule command module 
to watch the auroral display 

bouncing off whatever soul panels 

my dreams our dreams all our dreams 

find their gossamer play upon 

and yet | love her 

and yet this is the folly of it all 


and yet this is the folly of it all 
joke of my existence 
living comedy ridiculousness of life 
meaning of life 

centre of it all 

insolvable problem 

in an un-understandable mathematics 
my enigma dilemma in a cable sweater 
tight black tights 

and yet | love her 
sleeping in the other room 
our child to her sweet breast 
unable to go to her 

for she will not have me 
unwilling 

because she hurt me so 
to touch her 

feel her 

enter her 

glide her 

to come 

to come in that way 

that makes it all vanish 
coalesce 

cascade 

pool 

spring 

fathom 

drop 

peak 

merge 

wash 

emerge 

calm 

disintegrate 

whole 

blue 

dandelion 

sour 

cherry 

slip 

screen 

deep 

river 

Sioux 

lookout 

rainy 

lake 

black 

creek 

dark 

sky 

wilderness 

trail 

Georgian 

bay 

cliff 

side 

wind 

swept 

clear 

black 

fields 

good 

light 

moss 

cool 

day 

time 

less 
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My Love For You 

Leads over cliffs 

onto black broken glass 
My love for you 

is a plane crash 

a train wreck 
automobile accident 
house fire 

all of the above 

at 3 AM 

in the middle of a winter storm 
My love for you 

is a suicide bomb in an open field 
Your love for me 

is an inadeguate hollow 
thin, invalid inflexible 
Your love for me 
cannot flow 

is brittle, 

over wrought, 

disturbed 

Your love for me 

does not accept 

only rejects 

Your love for me 

will never allow 

Your love for me 

does not permit 

Your love for me 

is not love 

My love for you 

was never love 

for your love for me 
knows nothing about love 
My love for you 
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MY LOVE YOU ARE 


NEWBORN UNBORN REBORN BORN 
INFINITE FARAND AWAY SOMEWHERE 


THE POSTCARD SKY 


OCEAN WAVES AN EVEN NUMBER A STRANGE DAY 
FLOWERS NIGHT LIGHTS LONG GONE BLUEBIRD 


ONE DURN PERDDY SUNRISE 
ORANGE .. GRANITE 


(ADDITIONALLY OTHER TYPES OF ROCK OR EVERY OTHER COLOUR) 


NEW YORK NEW YORK 


AS WELL AS ALL PLACES OR DIMENSIONS, REAL OR IMAGINARY, 
INCLUDING, BUT NOT LIMITED TO: THE KIWARTHAS, CAPE CODE, CAPE 
MAY, BEJING, OSLO AND LUSAKA, PARIS, FRANCE. THE TWIN CITIES OF 
OSAKA-MISSISSAUGA, FREAKING VENUS, PICK A PLACE, ANY PLACE, 


TWO O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING 


(ALSO ALL OTHER TIMES HISTORIC, CURRENT AND FUTURE). 


MY LOVE YOU HAVE ALSO BEEN 


MY PERSONAL 9/11 A ROYAL PAIN IN THE ASS MY UNDOING AND SALVATION 
MY SUBLIME JOY ATERROR ABLESSING MY NIGHTMARE'S WORST ENEMY 
SOULMATE CONFIDANTE FRIEND SPIRIT GUIDE BUDDY LOVER MADNESS 
GRIEF HAPPINESS REDEMPTION DAMNATION HELL HEAVAN UTOPIA 


AND EVERYTHING IN BETWEEN, UNDER, OVER, AROUND, BESIDE, WITH, WITHOUT 
WITHIN, IN, UPON, ON, OUT, ETCETERA, ETCETERA. FOREVER AND EVER, | LOVE YOU, MY LOVE, AHMEN 


- THOUGH NOT NECESSARILY IN THIS ORDER - 
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URANUS: 


ORANGE 


Head Garage To The Stars 


I store my head in URANUS 
and, yes, I am very happy 
with the service they provide. 
As an enlightened consumer I have 
done all the comparison shopping I can. 
And made a wise choice wher 


I should park 


my head. And that place is URANUS, the planet 
that gives you more than a place to rest that 35 
pound bowling ball you beat humanoids call a head... 
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it also serves the best TOFU burger this side of Zerkulon. 


i rise from the interior 
from no world or reality 
no place or time 

i rise from the interior 
who can hold me? 

who can stop me? 

who can own me? 

i rise from the interior 
try to kill me 

move to silence me 

there is no way for 
there is no way how 

i rise from the interior 
from the interior i rise 


bad bad people bad bad 


from a bad bad world more bad 
get thrown down the bad bad pit 


sometimes 
bad bad people bad bad 
from a bad bad world bad 


get mashed up by bad circumstances 


sometimes 


bad bad liars and cheats bad bad 
lovers and addicts bad bad bad 
ill winds with no good all bad bad bad 


go strolling down the bad bad fucken bad road 


as the justice builds quietly behind them 


run run run bad bad 


no matter how bad fast bad bad 


run run run bad bad 


the coming is faster than bad 


run run WHAM! 


Bye bye bad man bad woman 


bad bad bad 
good 
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for under the world 

there lies more than fire 

and above a certain line 
winding between the interstices 
of psychic chainlink fences 
parapsychic picnic benches 
quadraphonic marble bird baths 
quintuple spinning dimensional wombats 
there is truth 

there is light 

there is something 

there in the distance near 
where always never forever not 
extinct goes the further 


go doe go 

run run run 

as if thou rubber necked chicken 

could slip down throat of yon volocano 
wherest the very demon of death itself 
fly mouse fly 

sing sing sing 

and mighty does the great Mississippi 
flow in brick red smoothness 

under black bridge girders 

that shake with the thunder 

of some damned train 


going some damned wher 


die breath die 


infinite 

die 

suzie will in water active 
sheena won't in public active 
beverley did all the time active 
phyllis couldn't come active 
jackie can repeatedly active 
cecilia was adament in the fountain active 
violet passionate on the beach active 
hillary cool by the window active 
jane hot all over active 
mary explosive in private active 
diana is anytime active 
allison definitely in bed active 
april may anywhere but inactive 
twisted barbaric soul ness less pure 

of a concrete plan xtending lives 
into the eyes absorbing all thought the 
eviscerating dissecting dissolving utmost 
acid alkaline radioactive carcinogenic inner 
breathing eating drinking walking thro 
twisted barbaric soul ness less all 
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belly belly 

baby belly 

big round 

baby belly 

big breasts 

big melon breasts 
big baby belly 
big round 

belly belly 

baby belly 


am KUDZU pounding over her naked sweating body 
he is KUDZU moving ever so gently to orgazm 

e are KUDZU now fast KUDZU now slow KUDZU 
umanity is KUDZU from the earth 

UDZU is the lesson of life 

ive billion walking talking KUDZU 

he houses the trees forests and valleys 

ost in the endless drape of moving green 

ne masted twist of all consuming shape 

UDZU KUDZU KUDZU 


A O Fu: er kh u T= DY Fa. 


corruptable 

walks into voids of flourescent infinity 
staggering against clouds of meaning 
mountains of paradox 

seas of enigma 

only to move dissolve and endure 
incorruptable 


you can teach your children 

to worship the rinds of the offensive 
wandering in rubbled concrete 

with nothing and no-now and no where 
but each other to go to 

as the mass media pumps 

lock onto their consciousness 
creating more consumers 

to even better devour the world 

and everything good 

beautiful 

pristine 

peaceful 

calm 

green 

in it 

you can raise then kids 

to absorb everything 

to reflect upon null 

yielding ast every step 

conceding existance to endless work 
until 

generations downstream 

we are all merely digits 

in a greyified monotone plane 

where everything good 
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peaceful 
pristine 
beautiful 
green 

calm 

natural 

has been ground down 
rubbed out 
replaced 
cloned 
degenrated 
dissolved 
ruined 
wrecked 
used 

abused 
heaped 
buried 
destroyed 
and 

encased in acrylic 
you can 

you should 
you will 

you want to 
you are 

you prepare 
you 

you 

you 

me 

and 

the universe 
Let's not get things out of perspectiv 


td 
< 
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zoobuggybangbootobbytries 


zoo a long doodle tries to mark sixteen red bums 

buggy bounce in back of triangular patches forcefully 

bang dong sings low under moon's polycoloured beginnings 

boo ba doo ya umbrellas yellow singing slowly so wide and fresh 
tobby my friend hollows tumbling fish under pine trees fragrant 
tries slowly wandering shiney foreheads while trying to explain this 


Seven Signs of THE RAPTURE: 
1. Floral scents 

2. Wonderment 

3. An orange triangle 

4. Pulsating lights 
5 

6 
s 
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Round objects in the sky 
The sound of vast celestial choruses 
Wild animals gathering together in peac 
f you see them there will be nowhere left to run or hide 
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HELL? HELL?! HELL is Wallmart and American Foreign 
Policy, Macdonald's Corporation and the Olympics 
International Organizing Committee, California 
Grape Growers and the Teamsters, Toronto Dog owners, 
cigarette companies and smokers, drunk drivers and 
UNIX system administrators, helicopters and airplanes, 
gun owners and scientologists, automobiles and 

the internal combustion engine, the flush toilet 
and the concept of waste, garbage and planned 
obsolescence, light bulbs and candles, clothes 

and shoes, socks and underwear, combs and brushes 
and coats and jackets, tampons and condoms, the 
National Security Administration, Wackenut, UPS, 
NBC, and all acronyms, psuedonyms and anonyms, 

jump cables, orange juice, synthetic fabrics, 
toast, teflon pans, inflatable boats, clear cut 
logging, The Golden Griddle and Marineland and 

game farm, Tootsie Rolls, Tin foil and Jube Jubes, 
lingerie and car alarms, microwave transmission 
facilities, telephones, televisions, computers 

and cranberries. HELL is all of these things 

and MORE. But then again these things are also 
HEAVAN, blueberries, aloe vera, killifish, mangoes, 
body oil, baby toys, finger food, singing fish, 
leopard frogs, x-ray visions, The Ramones, Zappa, 
Zapatistas, queen Elizabeth, Wendy's, assholes, 
salt and pepper, tambourines and snare drums, 
dildos, mumps and free potatoes, ice cubes, green, 
yellow, black and red, heliotropes or kayaks, 

tanks and tank tops, negative and positive galaxies 
confusion and reality and everything else, making it 
all rather confusing unless you happen to see 
things from the perspective of chaos, order and 

a little blue light that winks in my head, telling 
me when to cross the street into infinity or not. 


Bob was here 
Bob was not here 
Bob was there 
Bob was not there 


Go 
Stop 
Go 
Stop 
Go 
Stop 
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neethgie rebmun tebahpla tcatrsba 
hOmage ZAPPA alphanumerics 
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A Visit From Beelzebub Six Six Six 


t'was the night of armageddon 

when all through the world 

(didn't know it) 

all the human critters were stirring, 
fornikating and wurse. 

The condoms were hung 

at the bedsides with care 

In the hopes that sweet AIDS 

would soon (mercy) take them *there*. 

The adults were nestled in asses buttwise 
while visions of super-dongs danced in their thighs 
And Mona in spike heels, fish nets and a whip 
and I in my rubber suit open for dip 

had just settled down nicely 

to our sado masochism 

when out in the sky all hell busted loose jism. 
I sprang from my chains as hard as a bone 

to see the world ending 

I wasn't alone... 


Away to the window we dashed in a clash 

The dominatrix and me were at it mish mash. 

Tore open her crotchless - the hell! Jam it fast! 

My hands on her breasts like the new fallen whore, 

My prodder went hodder than ever before, 

We humped just like midnight though it was quarter past four 
When what, world amok, did materialize 

to our four bleary eyes... 

but a slobbering, globbering vision of hell 


I knew in a nightmare, four riders in tow, 

t'was old beelzebub 

Six Six Six, The Mighty One Low, 

who would gaia's curtain done draw oh so slow. 

All as one on earth's death knell the smell it did speak. 
More horrendous than Geraldo, Legion's buddies they reekt. 
Worse still than Op-rah 

a million times Hitler, Pao Pot and the Shah. 

The Regans of Regans 

and Thatcher's true Maw, 

the horsemen of horsemen in disharmony caw 

"Now destruction, devastation, infestation and crawl 

to the top and the bottum of decaying - fall! 

Now crash away, smash away, hash away ALL!" 


As dry smega that before the apocalypse cracks 

when they met with an obstacle they flattened it piff paff. 
So up to our penthouse exclusive they spewed 

(as I came three times in a row and she too!) 

and then with a ripping I heard them attack 

with scraping and screaming of each hoofs wicked whack 
As I drew out my member, hot wet and cum bound 

from the floor Beelzebub 

Six Six Six 

SATAN 

erupted with full sound 
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He was dressed in a canker from his heads to hooves 
and his pustuales green goop glowing vile did much oooz. 
A bundle of pestilence, plague and dispair 

he had lept on our bed but we were not their. 

And he looked like an asshole turned inside out 

his eyes how they burnt sheets, his mouth open spout, 
his cocks like small redwoods, balls like king kong 
pepper Spray spewing, gnash fouling dink dong. 

The stump of an infant he held tight in his teeth 

and the sulpher encircing his head was death's wreath 
His festering belly bulged wierd pregnant pout 

full of goblins and ghoullies he bent and shat out. 


He was evil incarnate a right jolly fellow 

and I puked when I saw him turn to us, Hello. 

A wink of six eyes and a twist of his head 

soon gave me to know my near end I would dread. 
He spoke not a word but went straight to his work 
dismembering my lordess with a herky-jerk-jerk. 
Legs, arms, torso, head of my vixen true love 
went flying to pieces with ne'er one whips hove. 
And laying his fingers round my post modern throat 
and giving a yank through the roof we did shoat. 
He lifted me high to see ruin and reap 

and away we all flew to the end's dreadful creep. 
And I heard someone far below 

as we died out of sight, exclaim 

"Happy Armageddon to all 

and to all a just blight." 


What would Jesus say? 
Fuck! What a mess you've made of things! 
You? Love? I don't think so... 
You call this paradise?? 
I'll give you three choices: 


Immediate annihilation. 
A one way ticket to another 
Several beautific futures. 


ELECT ONE AND ONLY ON 
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ORANGE 
OH CANAMA! 


Oh Canama, the native's home and land! 
True criminals stole it from inncocens 
With glowing hearts we see thee puke 

The True North wrong with greed; 
From far and wide, Oh Canama, 
We stand for lies and thee 


Oh Canama, Where pines and maples fall, 
Great suburbs sprawl and lordly rivers glow. 
How dear to us thy broad domain, 
From East to Western sea! 

Thou land of grief for all the poor 

Thou True North Wrong with greed 


Oh Canama, Smog hidden shining skies 

May puking sons and barfing maidens rise 
To keep thee steadfast thro' the years 
From East to Western sea, 

Our own beloved native land, 

Our True North strong and free 


Ruler supreme Who hearest humble pray'r, 
Hold our Dominion in the loving care. 
Help us to find, O God, in Thee 

A lasting rich reward, 

As waiting for a better day, 

We ever stand on guard. 


horus: 

od, keep our land, glorious and free, 

e stand on guard we stand on guard for thee, 
h Canama, we stand on guard for thee. 


O = G O 


Ode to Canama 


Ed, son of Jim, by Cathy, begot Bill who brought 
Suzy and Kyle (the twins) forth in the year 1987 

by Sharon of Kamloops who did work at the DoNut 

Hut til she done got laid off (though not laid for 
quite some time since then?) Bill, husband of Sharon 
(of 195 pounds) he too did done get laid off from 
his job down at the factory but he to did sign up 
for a training program with jobs of Ontario which 
to also did get cancelled part way through. That 
was in the year of family benifits, 1995, in the 
summer of the many barbeques and beers not to 
mention a new car. Since Bill and Sharon did not 
share the nuptuals Bill did begin to stay out 

later and later "With the boys". When Bill did 

come home from the doctor with a perscription of 
antibiotics Sharon did suspect something. When 

Bill did rub his groin too much in evident pain 
whilst Sharon did pack all her clothes in customary 
green garbage bags and take the children to the 
laundromat only she and they did ne'er return having 
escaped with the automobile to Kamloops to hence 
the venerial Bill did not venture upon curing his 
condition he did receive from lap dancer Dabney 
with whom he had consorted. Whilst crossing the 
Queens Freeway 401 to retrieve his wallet which 

had flown from yon window Bill was struck by a 
Hyundai Pony and flew further than humanly possible 
and did take out two poles before landing in 

some disrepair and dying. The rest did live 
unhappily ever after in the unending recession 

most had accepted as reality, life, dread, 

truth, light, god, jesus, government and all. 
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the Trillium Province 


cesspool eco festering gaping canker 
of mounting social ineguity 
where the smug Manson's consumer piggies 
run rampant in cottage country 
absorbing the peace in their jetski 
rooster tails like so many neonic slurpies 
downed in succession of chemoantitheraputic binges 
beer dazed shoutscreaming 


i am 
turning the burning automobiles over into the streets 
i am 
under the horses trampling the demonstrations 
i am 
sleeping in doorways and stairwells 
i am 
overthrowing governments in my mind 
while they overthrow us 
into 
the gaping teethed mayhem 
that is the love american style 
industrial consumer society 


where 
no more 
trilliums 
blossum 


Give me a place to end 
and a place to blow 

and call this damned 
Ontario 

A place to fight 

A place to crow 
Ontari-ari-fucking-ari-o 


end 


Toronto, Ontario, Canada. 


Canada? err... RCMP 
Number one nation on Earth Beaver 
Ontario? uuhh..... Loon 
Centre of the universe. Canoe 
Excuse me? Toronto? Trudeau 


Belly button of the gods Hockey 
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Ottawa-wa 


Shoot dem bears 
blast dem moose. 


Ottawa-wa 
Swan shit's better, 
tulip puke de best. 


Ottawa-wa 
Land of herbicidal lawns 
fungicidal flowers 


neonaticidal office air 


piled upon 


office air piled upon more office 


air piled on more office 
onto other offices all t 


Ottawa-wa 
Door opening onto door o 


air piled 
he same same. 


pening onto 


door after door of deathly humanoid 
look-a-likes yammerin with stale 
mother fucker humanoid look-a-likes 


Ottawa-wa 

realm of Rideau Centre 

where Torronna wannabee anglos 

vie with Montreal gottabee francos 

in making large credit card purchases 
as subarctic gales 

chill their bilingual Saabs 


for their plump affluen 


ttawa-wa 
hateau Laurier non-cul 
f international civil 


t arseholes but good. 


ture 
servants 


dinners 
tread 


ho have receptions, luncheons, 
n their fake palaces where no peopl 


He a 0 XO 


Ottawa-wa 

where the leaves ar 

and the snow removed 
before some briefcas 
parka lost 

idiot working for old Indian 

and Northern Affairs 

had his chance 

to slip under yonder snowthrower 

and escape the organized monotony 

th ndless tediousness 

of his chosen bureaucratic existance. 


ked befor 


ra they fall 


wielding 


Ottawa-wa 
fucking nowhere 
fucking nothing 


Ottawa-wa 
cock vacant 
snatch blanched 


Ottawa-wa, 
so glad I left ya! 
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in Sudbury 


There is a big fucking nickel 
a bigger fucking hole in the ground 
and not much else... 


in Sudbury. 
There were no trees for decades 


poison rain and death 
and not much else... 


in Sudbury. 


Stompin Tom can sing 

til he's blue in the fucking face 
about his dismal, hopeless hell 
and not much else... 


in Sudbury. 


How do you get there? 

Follow the smokestacks with 

their flashing, bird killer lights 
and not much else... 


in Sudbury. 
I never want to go back there. 
I'd rather drink the water 


in Hamilton harbour. 


in Sudbury. 


wet on the bus to montreal to bully the 
dreams frogs into confederation (again) fred 

of english dreams. no, fred english is not 
a a bug or butterfly. he is in montreal 
latter and all them stupid fucken ungrateful 
day frenchmen are following him. following 
federaliste him, shouting his name "fred! fred! fred 


fred english comes in his jeans and no-one 
notices because they've all come in their stone washed 
jeans too. someone comes out of the washroom with a smile 
and the stink of an enormous turd wafts into the bus. they 
all smile thinking of home, their country, their lives. 
unfortunately the tires of the bus kick up a piece of 
metal from the road just as the bus driver, also a hard-on 
fed, is passing a van crammed, jammed and overloaded 
full of immigrant, apartment renter type worm pickers. 
the shard blasts into the van's windshield and instantly 
kills the driver sending the van flipping bumper over 
bumper finally resting in the tall grass in the middle 
of the tch, dead bodies flung hear and there like so many 
lawn ornaments. the driver sees all of this in his rear view 
mirror. but they are singing that damn fine song again. 
and they'll be late if he stops. so he presses the metal 
as the tune goes on and on and he too comes in his issue 
pants. 30 minutes and they'll be there to show them pea 
soup whiners what they're made of. 
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Hats Off Alberta! 


Hats Off Alberta! 
Phoney cowboys in their place 
Riding the backs of the bad Indians. 


Hats Off Alberta! 
Calgary stampeding, Edmonton eskimoing 
all over the poor and the sick and the down low. 


Hats Off Alberta! 
A stream of endless redneck shit 
"Nationwide" inspiring equal white collar monkeys. 


Hats Off Alberta! 
I was born there in 1959 
from whence my family fled thank goodness. 


Hats Off Alberta! 
Fuck you all and hope the day comes 


when power seeps to the oppressed and fallen. 


Hats Off Alberta! 


Regina 
Friendly Manitoba Friendly Sounds Vagina 
Regina 
Friendly Manitoba Friendly Boing Angina 
ysterious Manitoba Mysterious Ding Regina 
Enlightened Manitoba Enlightened Woo Vagina 
andibular Manitoba Mandibular Toot Regina 
Lonesome Manitoba Lonesome Blatt Angina 
: f ; Regina 
Leaving Manitoba Leaving Wongle Vagina 
Happy Manitoba Happy Bzzzobbbomang Angina 
Jummp Manitoba Jump Waddlewaddlewa Vagina 
Sad Manitoba Sad Murgalonzolipsodoo Angina 
Go Manitoba Go Artolimosimosloopamango Regina 
PEI 

The strokes of my delicious cock What more 

and the feel of pink sand on my hands is there 

on her ass to say 

make fucking Anne of Green Gables about 

and eating potatoes this 

all the more exciting truly insignificant 


as she comes in island black and white glossy place 


Prince Edward Island 
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DISMEMBERMENT DAY 


The hypocrisy of the "eleventh hour 
of the eleventh month, plastic 
poppies, crosses lined 
sanctemonious row upon row and 
long winded tributes to 
murderers will flow once again 
today as easily from the 
politicians pious mouths as the 
blood of all wars past, present 
and yet to come has flowed. The 
Canadian war record is as 
ignoble and full of atrocities 
as any nation on this battle 
scarred Earth. The Canadian 
record on human rights is as 
full of betrayals and 
xenophobic shame as any nation 
in this world of injustice. 


From the first British genocide of 
native peoples, through the 
mass waves of labourers working 
in the slave conditions of our 
present racist society we have 
nothing to be proud of. Nothing 
was gained in any of the wars 
great or small. There is 
nothing but brutal politics and 
blunt propaganda to remember 
about any war. We are no better 
off as people for all these 
wars - everything remains the 
same.... 


Canadians victimize Laws and 
Minor for representing their 
constituency honestly and 
truthfully. Canadians vilify 
the "Just Desserts" murderers 
of White Gown "Vivi" as evil 
incarnate yet allow police to 
kill young men of African 
descent as if it were justice 
itself. Canadians import people 
like steerage to serve in the 
lowest paying, most miserable, 
mind-numbing jobs and then 
bitterly attack our fellow 
citizans when they ask for more 
than the alotted minimum. 
Canadians will argue about 
turbans and Sikhs, Chinese and 
Somali's, immigration and 
welfare all hiding the simple 
fact that the white power 
holding people of English or 
French descent simply want to 
hold on to POWER forever. 
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The wars you all are remembering 
accomplished nothing. The 
regimes that fought each other 
then where no differant one 

from the other or from the 
regimes in power now. And the 
world of inequality and 
injustice has only grown more 
inequal and injust regardless 

of how many wars infect us. 


Will humans live to see a day 
when there will be no war? Not if 
the still powerful propaganda 
machines and political powers 
that be continue to hold 
everything in their hands. And 
not if we are forced to worship 
the memory and men who 

mutilated so many lives and 
killed so many dreams. 


Today the pious politicans will 
gather to spout lies about war. 
While all around us the social 
machinery of inquity and 
injustice continues to grind so 
many innocent people to death. 
Remember? Remember what? I only 
want to forget and I can't 
because I see war continuing 
all around me everyday. 
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BOBBY ON ROLLER SKATES 
OJ, no, Bill is a bird on roller skates. 
No one knows how fast Hillary, yes, Margaret is. 
She's a mailman who has no time 
To wait around for you so 
She just yells mail, and leaves. 


Pierre, no, Joe has us over for breakfast 
And staying in His hotel. 
Brian, yes, Jean is a dope carrying your suitcase. 


Bill, no, Gupta would be boring if they weren't sleeping. 
Five chairs were walking down the stairs 

When a comet hit. Tao, yes, Buddha is a comet. 

Smith, no, Jones is an act of parliament and maybe 

Even the insurance against it. 


OJ yes, OJ is the most beautiful murderer innocent one in the world 
Carl, no, Gustav is an aardwolf. 


Shooey, yes, Huey at is the funniest aardwolf in the world. 
Richard, no, Lyndon is a pig who knows how to tell a joke. 
Ronald, yes, George is a proud rapist bloody dick. 

Ken, no, Jim is a dolt named Mr. Big. 


Sally, yes, Sally is every video game there isn't, 
Including the first ping pong ones. 


Whoosher, maybe, Whizzer is a cat with an attitude on. 

And Lester, yes, Louise is the fat elephant whose house 

He wrecks. And Susanna, probably, Tina says to Lucy, no, Sabina, 
"Smile -- don't worry about anything, aren't you Elvis?" 


Shobna, yes, Ludmilla is a hula hoop with a lion it can't fit into. 
Bill, perhaps, Nelly is a goat you wear on your light bulb like a smile 
Dianne, no, Vivienne was a philosophette but if 

This book must have philosophy it can stay and say 


Eternity alone exists, 

This world is like a shadow or 

We live in the mirror Bobby is looking into. 
This world is like a shadow or 

We live in the mirror Bobby is looking out of. 


Aardvark Zoe, yes, Gloria is Aesop's fables. 
They is Fred's way of 
saying Hello to us. 


Sookie, no, Angel was the first person to say hello to me. 
And Angel's, yes, Angel was the very first one to say hello back 
Moojie and I, yes, me, myself, no identity and Bobby are the same. 


He stands on the other side of the wall and says 


Let my shadow be 
your light. 

Let my light be 
your popsicle. 
Let my phallus be 
your guide. 

Let your vulva be 
my inspiration . 


Letting into His love is guite a favor. 
infinity, no, the finite loves you so much they're 
umbrellas under your sun. 


dee 2) / / / 
Ch MEP NOOO E (O S os 
/ 
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The silence of the eternal and the unending and the enduring 


A cosmologocal scale 


obliterates the ephemeral 


Wipes the passing 
the temporary 

and the fadistic 

into a similar oblivion 


Oblivious 
Oblivion 
Obliterated 


All the senseless fuckers 

talking all their fucking senseless talk 

about all their fucking lives senselessly 

birds at dawn make vastly more sense 

The wind speaks infinite volumes 

surf on the beach tells the secrets of the universe 
But these senseless fucker humans 

say nothing 

can say nothing 

might just as well say nothing 


Seven hundred Caesars 

and seven hundred Cleopatras 
Seven hundred Napoleons 

and seven hundred Josephines 
Seven hundred Attila the Huns 
and seven hundred Joans of Arc 
Seven hundred believers 

and seven hundred envelopes 
Seven hundred dollars 

and seven hundred cents 
Seven hundred tickets 

and seven hundred bibles 
Seven hundred hotel rooms 
and seven hundred automobiles 
Seven hundred bells ringing 
and seven hundred lakes 


What happened to my baby man 
my baby man my baby man 
What happened to my baby man 
my baby, my man? 

What happened to my baby boy 
my baby boy, my baby boy. 
What happened to my baby boy 
my baby boy, my boy? 
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| wander the shoals of infinity 

running along razor edges of a distorted mind 
| swim in an ocean storm 

where waves like mountains 

threaten to drive me to lifeless bottum 
| am the cliff walker 

| know no fear 

| understand 

only destination and necessity 

Don't talk to me of reason 

Don't talk to me of caution 

Don't talk to me of probity or propriety 
Don't talk to me 


| am multitudes (fuck Walt Whitman) 


| am multitudes (fuck Walt Whitman) 
multitudes am | (fuck Walt Whitman) 
I am a crowd milling babelonic 

I| am a rioting mob 

surging breaking windows 

lam a polite audience 

applauding the performance 
shouting encore encore 

| am multitudes (fuck Walt Whitman) 
multitudes am | 

| am disemboweling chaos 

| am running amok 

I am billions 

| am more 

| am even 


under the stars a blanket spread 


outside 

sunrise 

itis cold 

I can see my breath in the air 

rising contrails 

vanishing as suddenly as they appear 


under the stars a blanket spread 


Images for four human voices 
(spoken simultaneously) 


One Two Three 


coyote goldenrod deepwell 
bluebird orange dreamland 


Four 


ringing 
forward 
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Seven reasons 


the first reason is 

june knows no conclusion 
the second reason is 
flowers then bloom 

the third reason is 

| did know her well enough 
the fourth reason is 
another story of love 

the fifth reason is 

deep flowing purple 

the sixth reason is 

clouds melt into night 

the seventh reason is 
now clear 


An endless stream 


there is an endless stream in me 

a stream that flows into all others streams 

an endless stream 

a multi-coloured stream 

a multitudinous stream 

that takes me far away from it all 

there is an endless creek in my mind 

dark and deep 

leading to: 

everywhere and everyone 

tomorrow 

the past 

others 

and I laugh when you imagine you can contain me 
or that | am owned or own anything 

except in the most limited, contractual sense 
there is an endless ocean in my mind 

that ocean is here and there and everywhere 
here and there and everything 

it links to it all 

and shameless | can go anywhere 

sitting here 

in the shade 

on a sunny day 

somewhere in the limited understanding year 
of two thousand and three 

an endless thing 

endless 


| wonder where the space beings hide 


| wonder where the space beings hide 
where they hide their space ships 
how we cannot see their pan-gigantic civilizations 
zipping across the night skies 

lighting up the darkness 

exploding everything 

with laser this 

plasma that 

proton whatever 

still wondering 

wondering still 
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there are innumerable universes 
down by the celestial interchange 
there are innumerable universes 
merging converging colliding 

across the cosmos 

these innumerable universes 

are defined and classified 

according to characteristics 

as clear and discernable 

as the placement and shape of leaves and 
branches 

on terrestrial trees 

as comprehensible as that 

save for the chirping of cricket minds 
in great pretense of profundity 

huge comedy of depth 

mockable assumption 

that we can understand EVERYTHING 
there are innumerable universes 
only one of which we can vaguely engage 
remotely grasp 

of all the innumerable universes 

in all the unfathomable breaches 
there are innumerable universes 
and we stand dumb bunnies 
munching on mind clover 

wondering aloud 

with our little mind voices 

reflecting realities so small 

that they appear infinite to us 

there are innumerable universes 
innumerable 


not 


not about you 

not about me 

not about you and me 

not about her 

not about us 

not about she or he or we 

not about garbage 

not about water or watermelons 
not about the time of day 

not about the seasons or the weather 
not about god or good or bad 
not about the price ofgas 

not about the war 

not about the peace 

not about leo tolstoy's big toe 
not about anything 
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voice of the guinea pig 


the voice of the guinea pig 

is another voice 

from another land 

the voice of the guinea pig 

is high 

sort of like inaudible 

though you can hear it's manifestations 
the voice of the guinea pig 

is a gentle voice 

that would bite your head off 

if it was capable of such emotions 

the voice of the guinea pig 

in a cage is a sad one 

a small cage somewhere away from everything 
the voice of the guinea pig 


The guy with six fingers on one hand 


He waves his hand and points to the computers 
lined on metal shelves 

He talks about something or other 

and all | can think is that damned little finger 
sticking out of his pinkie. 

I nod my head and go Hmmmm. 

But all | think about is that damned little sixth finger 
sticking out of his pinkie 

| look at whatever the hell he is indicating towards 
sticking out of his pinkie 

a little tiny freakish finger 

pointing the other way 

pointing at infinity 

pointing at an elastic band 

pointing at Kali the destroyer god 

pointing at everest 

pointing at tommorrow and tommorrows after that 
And it all boils down 

falls down 

comes down 

emmerges into 

that damned tiny little freakish finger 

sticking out of his pinkie 
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Ralph the fridge man 

has a hundred fridges 

of all varieties 

at Royal Appliances 

at Queen and Dovercourt 

Ralph the fridge man 

specializes 

does not generalize 

has the odd stove, air conditioner, other appliance 
but Ralph is the fridge man 

on Queen Street West, Toronto, Ontario 
Ralph the fridge man 

does fridges 

moves fridges 

buys and sells fridges 

Ralph the fridge man 

is my friend 

though he never gives me a deal 

on fridges 

probably because | call them 
refrigerators 

and he knows better 

damned better than me 

Ralph the fridge man of the universe 
not just any universe 

this universe. 


Pina angel of the starry night 


Pina angel of the starry night 

Pina saint of the lost and wandering 
Pina real estate agent to eternity 

Pina kind heart in a cruel world 

Pina rescuer of young families 

Pina guardian of babies 

Pina sends us refuge in the storm 

Pina our love for you knows no bounds 
Pina Pina Pina 
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I found this poem 


I found this poem 

on the ground 

in a stairwell 

of the apartment building 
of poverty and despair 

l live in 

it spoke of love 


and contained numerous mispellings 


a speaking of love 

whose beauty was as soft as any 
here in this place 

where inequity lives unchallenged 
love words for someone unknown 
by someone unknown 

lost and missed 

missed very greatly 

in all probability 

for it speaks of long labour 
meticulous errors 

detailed love words 

and | found this poem 

which will remain lost 

lost as it was intended to be 
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nine stone hearts 

nine hearts of stone 

nine stones in the shape of hearts 
gathered for me by the sea 
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